WANDER-BIRDS

JP AIR-HAIRED, bare-headed, with faces burned
darker than their hair, they trudge along the
dusty roads.    They wear shorts 5 their Tyrolean
knees are brown.    Enormous boots, heavy with
nails, click metallically over the flagstones of the
churches into which, conscientious Kunstforschers^
they penetrate.   On their backs they carry knap-
sacks and in their hands, sometimes a stick, some-
times a stout umbrella ; I have seen them making
the ascent of the Viale dei Colli at Florence with
ice-axes.    They are the wander-birds, and they
come, as their name (so romantic and applied so
unironically), their Schillerian name too mani-
festly proclaims, from Germany.    Many of them
have walked all the way, across the Alps from
Berlin to Taranto and back, with no money,
living on bread and water, sleeping in barns or by
the roadside.   Adventurous and hardy youths!   I
feel the profoundest admiration for them. J even
envy them, wishing that I possessed their energy,
their hardiness.    But I do not imitate them.
,*Tlie saints of old/ says the Kymnologist, *went

up to Heaven
With sorrow, toil and pain.
Lord, unto us may strength be given
To follow in tie train.'